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stories high, the Ali Qapu boasted a gold-leaf ceiling.
Seventy years ago the rooms were richly carpeted with
rugs woven hundreds of years before, the colours as fresh
as when they were first fashioned. Upon the topmost
floor we saw several mysterious chambers, the purpose of
which none could fathom with certainty. The walls from
about seven feet up were honeycombed to the ceiling with
recesses four or five inches deep, which looked as though
they had been carved by fretwork. Each was in the shape
of a musical instrument, a vase, or a drinking vessel, a
flask, or a jar; and painted a faded red, which conjured to
our mind a Victorian wallpaper. The connecting links
between the recesses were painted in sombre colours. It
struck us that it all looked like a cardboard box fitted to
take a child's tea-set. The plaster over the lower half of
the walls was too light to obscure the thinly-veiled forms
playing curious instruments. The centre room, connected
to the others by arches, had a small dome the colour of
lapis lazuli. What was the purpose of the fantasia?
Perhaps music gave forth a specially pleasing echo.

"Cool in summer," said Rumi, "thanks to the breezes,
the Ali Qapu has resounded to many a scene of feasting
and pleasure. We believe that when music is played
herein, if the key of time be turned in the lock of isolation,
after three days the melody will still ring clear, the sound
losing little intensity as it is tossed from one recess to the
other.

"If your legs will carry you farther," he continued,
"climb the rest of the hundred and seventeen steps to the
topmost roof, whence a splendid panorama will stretch
before your enlightened eyes."

We raced up the stairs quickly, not to be outdone by
the greybeard who showed us over, and arrived at the
summit quite giddy, good for nothing but to stagger to the
side and lean against the low ornamental brick parapet.
We had forgotten, in our eagerness, that Isfahan was over
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